1833]              Letters to Madame SansJca.
PARIS, Thursday, November 12, 183
It is six o'clock; I am going to bed, much fatigued certain errands [courses'] made for pressing affairs; fc have hope, at the cost of three thousand francs in mor of compromising on the litigious affair which causes the most anxiety. On returning home I found your le sent Friday, with that kind page which effaces all pain.
O my adored angel, as long as you do not fully ki the bloom of sensitiveness which constant toil and aln: perpetual seclusion have left in my heart, you will understand the ravages that a word, a doubt, a suspic can cause. In walking this morning through Paris I s to myself that commercially the mcst simple cont] could not be broken without attainting probity; but h you not broken, without hearing me, a promise that boi us forever?
This is the last time that I shall speak to you of t letter except when, in Geneva, I shall explain to ; what gave rise to it. Fear nothing; I have finished my visits, and shall not go again to Gerard's. I rei all invitations, I hibernate completely, and the wor most ambitious of love could find nothing to bl* in me.
But alas! all that T have been able to do has been take one more hour from sleep. I must sleep five hoi My doctor, whom I saw this morning, and who kn< me since I was ten years old (a friend of the house)